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Author's Notes: 
Billie/Adrienne main pairing; for the \"dildos\" prompt for the SOkinkyways challenge on LJ. Inspired partly by 
the lyrics to Melissa Ferrick\'s Drive, and written for stumphed. Actual conversation not included. *g* 
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The thick, lightly curved length pressed heavy inside him, the texture around its base dragging sweet against 
sensitive flesh with the friction of forward movement. Billie Joe consciously relaxed, welcoming the stretch and 


burn as his body adusted to the penetration, a quiet groan sounding as he opened himself. 
"| didn't hurt you, did 1? Not used to fucking ass like this." 


He laughed at the juxtaposition of worry and blunt profanity and reached for one of the hands clamped on his 
hips, covering it with his own "I'm fine, Adie. Feels good." 


She shifted, jarring his prostate with the dildo strapped to her generous curves and Billie moaned, pleasure 
crystal clear in this sound. His wife responded with a throaty hum against his spine. Her fingers tightened, nails 
digging in to make him gasp. "You can take it" 


"Told you, didn't |?" He vaguely remembered that part of the conversation, though he could not have said how 
they got from talking about their semi-separate sex lives to him bent over the plush, lowslung couch in the 


living room with her dick up his ass. 


Billie repeated that last thought to himself, still not quite grasping it. He had the feeling that would change by 
the time they were done here, judging by how husky her voice had grown - and how much that electrified 
him. Another moan leaked out and then she pushed in that last little bit, hips resting flush with his, fake cock 


buried deep. 


Adrienne began to thrust, rolling against him in an unfamiliar rhythm, smooth and a little unsteady. Billie spread 
his legs as much as he could in an attempt to give her more room to move and his eyes widened when she 
took the opportunity to pick up the pace, silicone rippling inside him with increased vigour. His head dropped and 
his palms slid slick along the leather to brace against the seat cushions. 


It changed the angle and Billie cried out she hit his sweet spot dead-on. The sobbing breath that followed must 
have convinced her it was okay, because a second of hesitation turned into hands pulling at his hips, wrenching 
him back to crash into her as she fucked him, the harsh motion accompanied by a continuous murmur of 


encouragement, low and dirty. 


"You sound so good, baby. Mmm. Opened right up for me." Her right hand tightened further, nails setting into 
his skin and his yelp was met with her purr. 


"I love that | get to hold on to my tattoo this way, Billie Joe." A brief squeeze to the other hip accompanied a 


low laugh. "Did Tim feel the same about his, | wonder?" 


Billie wasn't really in a position to answer that, the blood rushing to his head magnified sensation, not thought. 
Sharp little moans greeted each of his wife's thrusts and shamelessly he slid a hand along his body, seeking 
relief from the building pressure and distantly aware that he couldn't wait for his partner to come first this 


time - her erection was never gonna go down. 


He couldn't reach, bent the way he was with his pelvis mashed against the back of the couch and his torso 
dangling over the front, and he whined, frustrated. "Adie." 


"| can't let go like this or - wait, hang on," she cautioned, interrupting herself with a groan of effort and his 
eyes widened as she hoisted him by his hips. Billie couldn't stop the instinctive cringe of fear that his balls 
would be crushed but he cleared the hard edge of the couch and thudded down onto his elbows with his dick 


safely pressed against the back cushion 


"Jesus Christ," he swore softly, emitting a series of startled little squeaks when his legs were encouraged up, 
ankles hooking together behind Adrienne's head with his knees turned out. The position felt like a perverted 
version of a wheelbarrow race, an impression of ruined wholesomeness that was only reinforced by the toys 


he could see in his peripheral vision, visceral reminders that this was normally a family space. 


Billie Joe felt her hands slide up his inner thighs to part his ass cheeks, fingers slipping a little on the lube until 
her fingernails bit into his skin and he whimpered, knowing she was watching as her hips began to rock again, 
shallow thrusts that nevertheless reached where he needed them to. 


He moaned, the renewed assault skyrocketing his need. "Adie.. fuck, Adrienne." His hand reached for his erection 
again only to be slapped away. 


‘| can do it," she panted obstinately, and Billie finally gave up. 
"Then do it, babe. | can't take much more; | fucking need to come." 


Teeth nipped at his calf muscles and her hands carefully moved, fingers of the left continuing to spread him 
open. Her wedding band dug into sensitive skin and he pushed back to meet her even as her other hand 
wrapped around his cock at last and set a pace full of delicious friction that made him choke and whine, 
pleasure swamping him. Billie's hands curled into fists on either side of his head, forearms sliding beneath him 


as his sweat slicked the leather, conscious of the bounce and drag of Adrienne's dreadlocks along his legs as 


she thrust into him. 


Briefly but inevitably, he thought of Mike and Tré. Because when he was out on the road, then yeah: Billie Joe, 
Mike and Tré became bandmates, best friends and fuck buddies all rolled into one triplicate package. But at 
home - right here with Adrienne, he wasn't used to being so thoroughly fucked. It bent his mind and twisted 
his perceptions. Before he could give that any further consideration, however scattered, she adjusted the angle 
of her thrusts, pressing the dildo deeper inside him as she squeezed his dick hard. He heard her grunt and 
there was something so obscenely appealing in the breathless, guttural sound that he tumbled over, body 
tightening in a vice grip of ecstasy that screamed through him and he spilled everything he had into his wife's 
hand. 


What seemed like years later, she slowly pulled out, letting him adjust to the gradual absence. When she 
unhooked his ankles and laid his legs to one side, Billie slid down flat onto the couch, boneless and done in. He 
fought off the lethargy urging him to sleep, a hitched breath ending in a tiny cry forcing him to kneel up and 


look at Adrienne. 


The harness hung from one side, silicone erection bobbing as her hips undulated and her fingers stroked, the 
half-undone leather giving her enough room to pleasure herself. He watched her head tilt back and her thighs 
tense and strain, her nipples grow hard and tight under the pinch of painted fingertips. 


Billie licked lips gone dry, feeling himself flush at the sight, desire creeping back over him as he stared openly, 
breath speeding to match hers. Her skin quivered and she cried out, rapture flashing over her face under her 


husband's fascinated gaze. 


His eyes strayed from her open mouth, down curves shimmering moist with each slowing inhalation, to the 
now lazy movement of one slender hand. When he glanced back up, he found her returning his look and he 


smirked. 
| was gonna offer to lend you a hand but you don't seem to need one." 


Heat crackled from her eyes and her lips curved into a smile more mischievous than his own. "I can always go 


again" 


The scratchy, sexy quality of her voice gave Billie the necessary impetus to vault over the couch and 
unbuckle the other half of the harness, paying little attention to the thump of silicone and leather on the 
hardwood floor. His hands covered her hips in a deliberate echo, guitar-callused fingertips rubbing at the 
indents left there by her exertion, and he kissed her, diving headlong into the familiar taste that never failed 


to intoxicate. 


"Mmm," Adrienne purred into his mouth, her tongue matching his stroke for aggressive stroke. Billie Joe 
manoeuvred them around so that her back rested against the still-slippery couch. He dropped to his knees, 
easily shrugging one rounded thigh over his shoulder to open her wide, and then he paused. 


He laid reverent kisses along each hipbone, the skin there marked by tiny puckered lines of whiteness that 
meant even more to him than the black etched on his own body. Her hands tangled in his hair as he looked up, 
finding her smile between the twinned swell of her breasts, dark eyes gone liquid with sex and something more 


profound. 
‘| love you," he whispered, throat tightening at the fragile yet immense intimacy of the moment. 
Adrienne touched his cheek, murmuring in the same hushed tone. "Me, too, Billie." Then her fingers threaded 


back into his unruly locks and she pulled him closer, the scent of her arousal overlaid by the wicked, audible 


smirk in her command. 


"Lick" 


